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TO Douglass Scarborough MgDaniel 
OF Richmond. Virginia 

My SISTER,-WH0 HAS ALWAYS BEEN 

MORE THAN A SISTER TO ME, 

THIS LITTLE BOOK 

IS LOVINGLY DEI»CATED 



Digitized by 



Google 



CONTENTS 

Ab§0ne€ 90 

A PragT - SO 

AtaUaf. 97 

A Song in th€ Nlffht iO 

Sailad^ 3^ 

ButUrfti€9 in S9pUmbt 103 

CaHUa*8 Mirador 56 

Carroll Chapel and Librmy ~ 19 

Cataltna 70 

CkOdhood. » 55 

Drought in Taxaa H 

DpnamiC9 ^ 95 

Father Tabb 55 

For Whom WaShouldPrap 50 

ertaf. : 27 

InaFlaldofBu/palo Oooar. 92 

In England. 41 

In Nts Own Imaga 29 

Mttlabp Moonlight 88 

MgLandofDroamo 45 

Mp Mothar*9 QIaoooa // 

Onlp 91 

**Pobrwcita** 58 

Qaatratn 51 

Quatrain „ 87 

Qaatrain _ 96 

Rafloettona ^ 76 

**Sad WiththaHapplnom Wa Plannad",...^ 69 

Shakaapaara 50 

Spring in Camaron Park ^ 25 



Digitized by 



Google 



ThtBat ^34 

Thm Baglor Song 65 

Th9 Boon of BfuUBsa Qu99t 67 

TtmBorda OanUn ^ Z3 

77m BroMOB _ J4 

Th€ Cottonwood Trm. „ 94 

Th€ Dugout S9 

TfmFtn-Ftg 68 

The Oargopit _ £7 

Th€ QnaUat OiU 4S 

The ffoaoen ofDrtam*... ^ 77 

77m Innm" Coart „ ^ 74 

77m Limited SxpF9M _ 95 

77m Lone Watcher. 44 

TheMeequite Tree 51 

The Meeeageleee 12 

The Old Cathedral Chtmee 63 

The Old Church 28 

The Organ Cactae 82 

The Paeeing of the Prairie 98 

The Pomer of an Bndleee Ufk 39 

The Sc r e ech -owl 81 

TheSeaGuUe 16 

The Smoke 54 

The Southern Croee 53 

The YeUow Jaemine 79 

To a Slain Robin 41 

To Boelpn Kpger 37 

To Oeorge Bitot 66 

To Helen Keller. 22 

White Npacinthe ^ 61 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



MY MaiHER*S GLASSES // 

I hold them dose with loving hands. 

These glasses won and old. 
With lenses chipped and beaten bands 

Of quaint, <dd-lashioned gold. 
The simple sight my heart immans 

As memories unfold 
Of you, my Mother, iriio the lands 

Of Heaven now bdioldl 

As in the care-free childhood's days- 
How I remember so— 

You went your busy household ways. 
As you were wont to go. 

You needed ''Mother's eyes'* always— 
How could I ever know 

When God's Light shone on you its rays 
Twouki leave such dark belowT 

Tve fancied ¥rith wliat glad surprise 

You wakened suddenly 
To glimpse the realms of Paradise 

And an you longed to see. 
Not with earth's dim, near-sighted eyes. 

But vision clear and freel 
I wonder if from those far skies 

You ever look on met 

You need no more these aids to sight. 

No sun nor stars to see; 
No tears are in your eyes, but bright 

Is your eternity. 
I would not draw you from the Light 

By which you deariy see. 
But, Motherl since you left 'tis night 

In this dark world formal 
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12 THEMESSA6ELESS 

Who has not f dt tlie patlios of the heart 

That longs, all unavailing, to impart 

A living measage to an hiaoiaate workL— 

Who feels a flaming tnich that might be hurled 

Hot from his soul but lacte the speech 

That could avail his fellow-hearts to reacht 

So, dumb and impotent, 

He walks in banishment 

Amid the thronging multitudes of men. 

Sad beyond human keo. 

Yet greater tragedy 

Walks by us oouki we see 

Into the hearts of those that throng and press. 

For what if one be messageless? 

What matters then 

Thef^udlepen 

Hie wQfds 

like birds 

That wing their easy flUht 

Into the vaporous nothingness of blue 

If from that heavenward height 

There fall not to die one whose eager view 

Quick scans the sky 

A faint yet high. 

Remote 

Yet rapturous notet 
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Though yoa should captun and imprison long /5 

nielaik 

In dark 

And sunless crypt and hinder him from song. 

Yon could not wiest from out that vivid heart 

Remembrance of the Joy that did impart 

Such magic to his throat 

Though silenced each glad note. 

He would remember stiU his impulse toward the sky. 

Still know he was the lark, even though he droop 
and diet 

True inward music never can be stilled; 

Hie heart that once is filled 

With joy 

Of song, or rapt or plaintive sweet. 

Has known a blessing that the fleet. 

Estranging years can never quite destroy. 

But ahl how sad a thing 

The heart that never felt the thrill to soar %pd singl 

How valueless 

The wordy vehicles of thought 

When one has naught 

Toeqpressl 

How empty is all language save to impart 

Trtatik fixxm some heart to famishing hearti 

The stammering tongue that trembles sore 

At each half -uttered word may yet say more 

Than one idiose speech is marble-pure but marble- 
cold 

And doth no message hold 

Withhi its polished poverty of thought! 

Ah. how much less than naughtl 

How useless is our ahar howe*er fine 

If in the secret shrine 

Toward which our prayers sapise 

There bum no flame of rapt but incommunicable 
fire! 
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14 THE BRAZOS 

Lazy, lettering, yellow river. 

supping past so shiggishly. 
Pray, why are yoa such a laggard 

On your errand to the seat 

Know you not that in impatience 
Waits the Gulf of Mexico 

For your tardy neirs of Texas, — 
Of the orchards all aHX>w, 

Of the green and golden grain-ftdds. 
The tall soldier ranks of com. 

Of the meadows where the Bob White 
Whistles in the opal momt 

From the f encdess western ranges 
Where the cattle wander free. 

From the Llano Estacado 
To the rice-swamps and the sea. 

Past mesquite trees and the cactus 
On you wander slow and cafan. 

To the heaven-kissing irine trees. 
The magnolia Uooms and palm. 
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Past die fleecy Adds of cotton Jg 

Where the pickanhmies play 
While the darkies ting and labor 

Till the shadows dusk the day; 

Past the patriarchal forests 

Where the grey-beard umms hangs long. 
Where the mills, incessant turning, 
Ke^ a dreamy, rhythmic song; 

Past the lowly homes and hamlets. 

Past the sleepless cities* toil, 
Whoe the wheels of thought go whirling 

In a never-ending moil; 

On you wander, still nnhasting 

Yet unresting in your flow. 
While the laving, listless willows 

Thdl into your current slow. 

If your waters had but language 

fdiat secrets they coukl tell! 
Tdl me, Bmzos, won't you whisper 

If I stoop and listen wellt 
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16 THE SEA-GULLS 

Seaward the ship fares on. The dimming shore 
Steadily liainter grows and yet more far. 
Each inilsing throb of the vessel's mighty heart 
Bears me the nearer to the land I love 
And have not seen for long. In circling flight 
The graceftil gulls, like hovering thoughts of home 
Drift over os. They poise and dip and float 
Up-borne upon the bodUess air with wings 
That tireless seem, that haste not, neither rest 
With sinnoos corves and slow, aerial ease 
They follow, follow on. The monster ship 
With turgid breath and strenuous-beating heart 
Moves not more surdy nor more swift than they 
In their cahn, languid grace that effortless 
Bears them along. I watch them hour by hour 
And yet dieir steadfast patience f aileth not 
Those silver shining pinions never flag 
Nor fold themselves to rest Those snowy breasts 
Are never cradled on the roddng sea. 
The twilight darkens yet they follow on; 
The stars bloom palely in the evening sky 
And mellow lights cast rainbowed beams along 
The deck and on the waves that leap and faD, 
And yet those phantom forms with musical 
And lonely cries pursue us stilL They seem 
Like dim, embodied dreams of constancy. 
Of faidi that fails not love that never tires. 
They mind me of the seeking thoughts of God 
That through the trackless waste of days and years. 
Through cafans and storms, when we unconscious are 
Of His dear tendance, and when we, poor foolsl— 
Would fain escape His fond administering. 
Forever follow us. Through sunlit days 
Of undimmed Joy, through midnight darks of griet 
Through sin and shame, through victories hard won, 
God's love and care encompass us about 
To guard us and at last to guide us home. 
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THE GARGOYLE 17 

High from the cmmbUng wall lie leam. 

Hie odd, pathetic thing. 
A gargoyle with his carveQ tmile 

Groteequely menacing. 

I uaed to smile at sight of him 

But tears are now more near. 
To see that tragi-comic mask 

Widi strangdy hmnan leer. 

He seems to mo<^ hunanity 

With impotent disdain. 
As, having seen so much of men. 

Of laughter he is fain. 

And ever in the garish day 

And hi the knely night. 
Iho men pass by regardlessly 

It is the self-same sight 

When smis shine hot, when rains beat down. 

When winds Uow icy chiU, 
The gargoyle from his lonely niche 

Forever mo^s as stilL 

He chani^ not, he cannot change; 

His fate is fixed hi stone; 
And on that mote, distorted face 

Hie pitying stars look down. 

Why did the sculptor so misose 

The passive stone,— to trace 
A gargoyle where he might have carved 

An angel's shining facet 

Yet so we fashion our own lives. 

And how asunder far 
The angels that we might have been. 

The gargoiies that we arel 
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18 AS0N6INTHENI6HT 

Hie midnight paU of black hung over all; 

No light shone In the Inky, unataned skr* 
And yet 'twas bright with fancies visional, 

Athrill with dream-enchanted melody, — 
For half-released from slumber's mystic tbrall 

I heard the mocking-bird's rapt minstrelsyl 

At first, in tender, pleading, wooing tone 
It voiced all lovers' ecstacy of i^aint. 

The little singer in the dark alone 
Poured out his ravished heart without restraint. 

As if to ease his soul by making moan 
In pulsing notes, now fdl, now sweetly faint 

But ahl There came an anguished, quivering strain 
like trembling 'cello swept by hopeless hand. 

It spoke of vanished dreams, of loves all vain. 
Of amaranth and rue f<Mr soul's garland. 

It wailed the Never-mcae, the Might-have-been, 
The Latel— Too-late that piteous hopes remand. 

And then as if to ease the woe which he 
Had all unthinking brought Nights peace to mar 

He cadenced an etherial symphony 
Reechoed from celestial choir afiur 

That breathed of hope. And there peeped out to see 
Our troubadour, one single, Hhlmmering stail 
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CARROLL CHAPEL AND LIBRARY 19 

To tiM MoBory €f F. L. and 8«n CaiToU 

When I patt by the boUdlng beautiftil 
Tluit bears yoor naine so greatly loved, thflfe rath 

A troop of memories ineffable 
That touch my spirit with a tender hush. 

I thhik of your two joinM lives that till 

Hie even-time walked ever side by side 
In faithAil love that through earth's chan^ still, 

Through toil and thne, did steadfastly abide. 

Yon cared not for the pomp and pageantry 

Of social show nor for the glare of fame; 
Yon spent your days in he4;»fiil ministry 

And left the world a noUe, stainless name. 

Yon gave to Texas children you had taught 
In simple truth and in God*s love and fear; 

hnmortal, yon still live in them and naught 
Gan dim the crowns of glory that yon wear. 



Digitized by 



Google 



20 Yoa did not care to boaid your wealth, nor spent 

It laTiah on yooraelvee; what God had given 
Yoa rendered back to Him, and noUy lent 
To others that for which you'd patient striven. 

Your lives were silent prayers that like incense 
Rose up to God, and since yon went away 

We still are molded by your inflnence 
And still your memory cherish day by day. 

Rich gifts of toil and loving sacrifice 
You gave to Baykw through the years, and now 

In pure and simple grandeur there doth rise 
This bulkling that through centuries shall show 

Young men and women wisdom's ways and light 
Them to the ever-lasting Life and Truth. 

immortality of glory bright,— 
power unceasing of eternal youth! 

For even when the mordant tooth of time 
Shall bring these milky marbles to decay, 

When brick on brick shall crumble, still sublime 
Your missioQ shall go on to endless dayl 
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DROUGHT IN TEXAS 21 

The air was hot and dry. 
Like a braxen bowl the tkjr. 
The graaa was dead and withered Just as if a fire had 



The baked earth cracked athirst. 

Gaunt leprous trees aocnrst. 
In awtel accusation lifted bairen branches high. 

Like seven-foki tenaoe blast. 

Each hotter than the last. 
Dust-laden winds came from the south in smothsring. si- 



When k)l a sudden, stiU 

And breezdess pause came till 
The venr air in vivid expectation seemed to wait 

A lizard*8 lightning dart 

Electric seemed to start 
The tense, uncertain elements to know their wavering will 

Tall ckmd-banks* massy weight 

raed ever till the late. 
Thrloe^onged-for, blessed rain-drops came apattering on 
each heart ' 
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22 TO HELEN KELLER 

OtL, tool that like a wind-baip is aifarill 
With trembUng music, passion pore and dear. 
And yet withal, so kmly-sweet and dear. — 
Thou wouldst earth's Jarring discords softly stilil 
(Ml, lifo like white-starred Jasndne ilowefs that flU 
With heavenly s w e et n e ss earth's rank atmoapheie, 
Thoa seemst to bring far Paradise anear, 
So snow-fragrant thy nnselflsh will! 
Thoa canst not hear the mosic of thy life 
The while to ns it seems divinely sweetl 
Thou dost not understand how incense-rife 
Thy influence, whidi unknown millions meet 
Thou art shut out from worldly storm and strife 
To hear within die angel pfaiions beat! 
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SPiONG IN CAMERON PARK 23 

Ti» Mit. Plon Cunwon and Her ChlldNo 

Hie kmg, cold winter left oar souls achill 
And so we waited hnmUy for tlie Spring. 

Our hearts anhonjtered fdr the ancient diriO, 
That miracle past all imaginingi 

Hie solace of the cedars* fUthfdl green 
That steadfast, chid the gray, impoYerished houghs 

Of spenthrift trees hot sadder made the teen 
That leadened the long days with winter's woes. 

But soft a green all tender, nebolons. 

As half-ahashed lest captions esres should see. 
Poised over pallid trees and tremnloas 

Gave tokens of earth's age old mystery. 

An answering signal thrilled o*er lawn and dope. 

Adown each den» ravine's inmost recess. 
To hid the wintered heart once more to hope 

And Joy in Spring's returning blessedness. 

Soon red-hod booghs with crimson-porite bloom 

Flamed like a conflagration in the wood. 
While wikl ptom-blossoms* nectaroos perfdme 

Showed thickets of snow-pore beatitode. 

And as this perfect day I wander through 
Those scenes of hi^py childhood memories. 

On every hand I find a beaoty new. 
Some token of fond Natore's glad i 
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24 Whore listless wiUowttraU their langiiofoutUmbt, 

The led-bfown Braxos tacitly slips br* 
In yonder <xcliards, where the distance dims. 
I see an Irised pomp and pageantry. 

The soft, hicessant stir of cotton-wood leaves 
Is like the soimd of gentle smnmer rain 

That m uim u roMS drips from low-sloped cottage eaves 
And soothes the sleeper with its mild refkain. 

On sim-lit slopes the liqrfn's porple bine 
Blooms vast and free. With crests of dood-tipped 
white 

And flecks of vivid scariet flaming through. 
The hyadnthine spikes stand tall and bright 

Bbie water4eaf with tender, trailing stars. 
Lights np the bosky hollows where the son 

Scaroe shines,— so frail a rode tondi mars 
Their delicate beauty and their grace is gonel 

High on a hill the brilHant daret-cop 
All in a riot of intemperance bright 

Sodi homing bowls for our carouse lifts up 
As even GIroe would have envied quite. 

On a windy knoll the bntterflies awing 
Poise to dip deep in the heart o* the wikl har^Mll 

That wafted to and fro with soundless swing 
Chimes out a silvern silence in its sweD. 

Beside the road in purple gonfUon 
Waves the Phaoelia«— d^[>th on d^)th of rare. 

Rich color in its folds that catch the sun 
And shimmer in the soft and vibrant air. 
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25 
The pink primioset, rathe and sensitive. 

As roseal-tender as a maiden's cheek 

Yet strong through chilUng gusts of wind to live. 

Bloom fine yet common-place and bravely meek. 

The vagrant moths and goklen-bodied bees 
Find sweets in the verbena's honeyed heart 

And in the nameless yeDow flowers one sees 
Beside the wilding violets that upstart 

So eager in the firing. The dew-berry vines 
With fading flower o' dreams trail here and there 

And grape-vines with the errant bamboo twines 
And waves its pendent tendrils in the air. 

There darts a mby-throated humming-bird 
Straight to the blue bliss of the lupin fleki; 

That scariet flame that the thicket stirred 
Was a tanager while a blue-Jay wheeled 

And darted over me. A mourning dove 

Across the river waib her sobbing cry 
While a moddng-bird from a tree above 

Derides her grief and shrilly makes rei^. 

Through the lush green grass a chickadee flits; 

(That black-gokl flash was an oriole's wingi) 
In a coat of green and gold a vireo sits 

On yonder trembling twig to blithely sing. 

In rare, rejoicing music far away 

Gomes to me sweeter than the palinode 
The sound of happy diildreo at their play 

Beyond the carving of the sun-Mt road. 
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26 



w€ffld of beauty tbtt the loving thought 
Of goiMioas souls hM given to be our own 

In fee fore'er— our city's pride that naught 
Our children's children ever can disownl 

When Waco like a giant Just awake 
Shall shake the lethargy of years and leap 

To great undreamed-of strength and sudden make 
The nations know her, stiU this gift she'U keep. 

When Babel buildtaigs tower into the sUee 
And myriad human midges firet and moil. 

When festering tenements and factories 
Hide aching hearts and ceaseless, half-paid toiL 



This place shall be a haven of blessedness 
Where weary hands may fold themselves awhile. 

Where tbed motheis bring their babes to rest. 
And little children learn to play*-and smQe. 

And looking past these givers and their gift 
Our hearts in yearning, grateful plentitude 

Unspoken prayer of thankfulness uplift 
Unto the Source Divine of all things good. 
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Z7 
GRIEF 

To kiss the day-old lips wo loved the best. 
To see the inexorable ooifin lid shut fast. 
To hear the brutal dods fall on the breast 
That sheltefed us,— oan sodi griefs ever pass? 

To lie, wide-eyed, to wait the laggard dawn 
While spirit writhes in longing wild, acute. 
To see again a ftoe ftnever gone. 
To hear, just oooe, a voice but lately mute; 

To feel how steadfast is the human heart 
That can endure such woe and yet not break; 
To learn to check the acrid tears that start 
And hide beneath a smile a mortal ache, — 

Nay, such griefs pass not, but are sanctified 
By slow and solemn processes of sooL 
As long as life their memories abide. 
Yet not the bitter anguish known of dd. 
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28 



THE OLD CHURCH 

Foilofn and stark and desolate 

It mately queftUms why 
It is abandoned to sodi f ate,* 
To worldly uses dedicate,* 
That which to God was consecrate 

And once held holilyl 

Now vaudeville is acted idisfe 

The pnliiit stood for long. 
While vulgar picture shows appear 
Above the pool of baptism there; 
Where once was heard the voice of prayer 

Now rings the ribald song! 

Below, where children learned God*s word. 

Men traffic now and buy. 
They sell and bargain undeterred. 
With God*s name never thought nor heardl 
Christian, is your soul not stirred 

By sudi enormity? 

think you not the Father grieves 

To see it fallen so lowT— 
His house become a den of thieves 
That the Holy %irit sadly leaves. 
While round it, mornings, noons and eves, 

The lost souls come and go! 

rather raze it to the sod 

Than let it be defacedl 
The temple of the living God, 
Where erst His ministers have stood. 
Where feet of worshippers have trod, 

Shouki not be so disgracedl 
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INHISOWNIMAGE ^^ ] 

In Thine own image, Almighty God, ! 

Thy word says Thoa didst shape hmnanity, J 

Didst bieathe upon insentient, witless dod i 

And dower it with Thine own divinity. 

Yet some men crouch idisfe they should stand erect. 

Or crawl where they should walk upright, and lol 1 
Some are defaced with brutish, base defect 

And scramble with the mark o* the beast on brow. ^ 



They have forgot to image Theet And yet 
No one so low but bears some trace of Thee; 

Thy Godhead, never quite defaced, is set 
Memorial on human frailty. 

And others in the patient, trivial round 
Or in the dizzy glare of earthly fame 

Still keep Thy stature, lofty and sun crowned. 
Still name, though silently. Thy holy name. 

As in the wild white hour of dangw late 
Men gave their lives for others, as didst Thou 

And with a prayerful courage faced their fate 
Vicarous, as Thou hadst taught them how, — 

Not for their own loved, cherished ones alone 
Did these men bravely, grandly choose to die. 

But for unlettered peasants, rude, unknown. 
With holiness womanhood their only cry. 

Such deeds uplift our fallen self-respect. 
Show us our God-like stature once again. 

Prove that mankind is nobler than we recked, 
iDunortal still, qdte of the stoop and staini 



J 
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^^ SHAKESPEARE 

Thoa art not dead. Shakeq>earel--even though 
The yean are many since they shaped for thee 
A tomb beside tUne Avon's peaceftil flow 
Amid the scenes thoa hadst loved tenderly. 
Gould Death strike lifeless that so wondrous mind 
Or gravestones hide sodi genius free and vast? 
Sdll thou dost live on page, in heart, and find 
What royal realms of love and state thou hast 
Immortal, thou didst linger mortal-wise 
Awhile on earth, and with a god-like power 
Gave life to many,— kings of high emprise, 
Wae fools and kyvers with a deaddess dower. 
E'en called the mighty dead to live again 
To fome eternal by thy simple penl 
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Gould I be happy even whece ^* 

Heaven's tfad hosannas swell. 
If tbrougb my dn another sool 

Has stumbled into heOT 
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32 



THE ORGAN CACTUS 

Up from the desert desolate and bleak 

That stretches out as far as eye can reach 
In wind-Mown, mocking waves that never break 

On any howsoever-distant beach. 
The organ Cactus lifts its colmnns grand. 

That, linked together, tower toward the sky, 
A vast pipe organ in a lonely land 

Ancient of days ere ever man came nighl 

Shall mighty touch of hurricane or storm 

Awake majestic chords to life withinT 
Or shall the breath of Mezic breezes warm 

Avail the sweeter melodies to win? 
Pediaps in some hushed midnight's holy spell. 

When soft on desert sands the moonbeams lie. 
The hand divine that shaped so wcmdrous well 

This organ vast will play his symphonyl 
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CHILDHOOD 33 

Dear are our difldhood*a niemo r i 6 i,*Miea r 

Tlie unbidden tears that oome 
When to our mind there troop nnwarering, olear. 
The thootfiti of home. 



Gone are thoee happy i 

Is childhood's magic spelL 
Gone are the ones that In life's happy mom 
We loved so weD. 

Sweet are oor lowly home-loves,— sweet 

To feel amid our pain 
That in oor Father's home some day well meet 
Them all again. 

Gone is our diildhood's rapture.— gone 

lU qririt ondsAled; 
Yet to His Kfaigdom we shall come, eadi one 
A little diildl 
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34 THE BAT 

The son has died but ttm thare shines till late 

A yeDow, cosmic litfit: 
II seems the earth and sky do solemn wait 

The coming of the night 

A solitanr bat with soandless wing 

Goes diding overtiead: 
My gaze clings to the carioas, sombre thing 

Wth fasdnaf ed dread. 



It seems so monmlul-looely, set apart 

FVom the dear company 
Of Joyoos birds that erery hnman heart 

Doth cherish tenderly. 

It hath no song nor plumage gay,— even so 

Some homely birds we love 
Just as some dear, familiar face we know 

Doth strangely lovely prove. 

But this wild creature with its gmesOTie grace 

Pathetically wierd 
Finds nowhere wekxune but in every place 

By all Is shunned and feared. 

So it avoids the light of garish day 

And waiu the khidlier night 
Ere it fares forth to se^ in devious way 

Its dim, uncertain flight 

It even shuns in lonely sensitiveness 

The others of iu kind 
And goes its darksome way compankmless. 

And desolately blind. 

And yet Omnipotence created this 

Which stm a God doth prize. 
And e'en the least and meanest thing of His 

How shall we dare despiset 
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FATHER TABB 35 

SdDed is the vote that like a thniah 

Piped audi dear strain; 
O'er aU the Southland foils a hnsh 

Of tender pain. 

Though hlind, lie opeaeA otliers' eyes 

To visions rare. 
Earth's priest and poet of the sUes^ 

His song a prayerl 

The dim harmonics of the sool 

He voiced so weiL 
I tliinlL he now most co nv ers e hold 

With braf ell 
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36 BALLADE 

I was tittiiig one day half asleep. 
Wishing vain that the senmm would end. 
When around me thsfe swiftly did creep 
A sweet Iveath sodi as tropic winds send. 
Now what could sudi perfumery spend 
As so swiftly my senses o*er-ranT 
And pray how could the seimon contend 
With the scent of a sandal-wood fan? 

In its odors my soul seemed to steep. 

All my wearisome thoughts to suspend. 

And again with the fancy's quick leap 

I was back where the tall palm trees bend, 

China-town*s curious mazes to wend. 

With their intricate, labyrinth-plan. 

Where each breath that I drew seemed to blend 

With the scent of a sandal-wood fan. 

There an Orient girl with her deep. 
Subtle glance that enchantment did lend, 
Yfiih her eye-lashes languorous sweep 
Over me her charm seemed to extend. 
Ah, my happiness used to depend 
Long ago, on the lips of Ah Tan, 
Who her coquetry svreet wouki ammid 
With the scent of a sandal-wood fanl 

L'EnvoL 

When I wander to lands yet unkenned. 
Having finished the whole of life's qwn. 
Will the odors of heaven e'er Mend 
With the scent of a sandal wood fan? 
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TO EVELYN KY6ER 37 

Like a snowy lily 

Opening in the sun. 
Pure 80 that the breesee 

Scarce dare breathe apon 
That 80 fragile beauty 

Spirit-like and pale 
(E*en the dew-drope gently 

Touch a thing 80 frailt) 
Love, thou wert among us 

For a little hour 
Yet thou left upon us 

Thy knre's deathless dower. 

With the lily's beauty 

Thy young life did hokl 
All its chaliced sweetness. 

Its rare heart of gold. 
Yet as earth-flowers quickly 

Perish and are fled 
So thy mortal semUance 

Swift evanished. 
In the Father's gardens 

Evermore to bloom 
And to Iveathe eternal 

Thy soul's rich perftnna 
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38 Like a strain of mntlc 

Softly edioing 
Seemed thy gentle apirlt 

Hennony to bring 
To earth's fretful disecids. 

Thy son! paused to hear 
Life's dim, hushed h^Tnimifa 

Wth a revwent ear. 
Lore that yearns and listois. 

Shan't not hear ere long 
In a near-by Heaven 

That up^thMed songr 

Innocent and holy 

Wert thou from thy birth; 
Scarce thou knew that evil 

Walked upon the eardL 
With no fond hopes* shattered 

Disillusionnient, 
With thy rapt ideals 

All unstained, unspent. 
Lovely, thou didst leave us 

For a life more fkir,— . 
A lUy set to mnsic, 

A carolled flower of prayer. 
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THE POWER OF AN ENDLESS UFE 39 

It matten not on y^taX far star 

Of aU Thy whiiUnt. tfolden aphorot 
Well tee Thy glorios gleam alar. 

Past human hopes and smiles and tears. 

It mattsrs not n^t strange, new bliss 

Awaits ns in that morning land; 
There is more hapi^ness in this 

Than we eould ever miderstandl 

And of whatever worlds there are 

Thon art the Lofd, and this we know— 
Then wilt project afar, afar, 

Tlie life begun fai brief below. 

The power of an endless life, 

gloriotts yet sdemn thoc^tl— 
How with omnipotence *tis rife 

And with immortal presage Itaughtl— 

That we shall never cease to be 

Though endless aeons pass away, 
Alt throughout Thy eternity 

Shan be ourselves, as yesterday! 

Oursdves and yet, oh, not the samel 
For time works diange even here on earth. 

And by our altering flesh and ftmayb 
We reach a subtle, slow rebirth. 

And is*t not so with spirit, toot 

We grow by what we feed upon; 
As we our nobler thoughts renew 

The baser perish and are gone. 
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40 H*>^ ^ ^^ haste'ftcked life of oun 

We bfeathless move from taak to teak, 
LacUng the leisure for our powers 
To fain the stature we would ask. 

But fai that othsr, better land. 

Where Thne no more stem lash shall wiefaL 
Our natures fitly may expand. 

Our souls their earty promise yidd. 

We shall have space to dream and grow. 
Room for a broader being,— ^room 

For our dwarfed and starveling hearts to know 
What gkxrious grace they may \ 

There shall no weakness blight nor 
The qMt's flight, unfettered, free. 

Nor pinions beat against the bar 
Of prisoning mortality. 

We shall be free from sin*s wikl snare. 
With no dark doubU to hedge us in; 

We shall be pure as angels are. 
Yet with a knoidedge bom of staL 

ThinkI we shall learo all truth that lies 
Hid now beyond our human ken; 

Shan share the wisdom of the skies 
Yet k«e not that we had as men. 

Aye, and a nobler service, too, 
Shan give our talents an free scope, 

A deeper k>ve our souls embue, 
A higher joy lead us to hope. 

Daring our own best selves to be, 
FYee from the stress of sin*s hot strife, 

0, we shan feel through eternity 
The power of an endless lif el 
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TOASLAINROBIN 41 

AU mute on the ground thou UetC 

A piteous, alautfitered thing. 
And yet to heaven upcrieet 
Thy nrrong,— that man denieet 
Thy right to soar and sing,^ 
The song all silenoed now and rent the rapturous wingi 

The careless people pass thee 

Indiiferently by; 
Nor eyes of idty ask tiiee 
What hand it was that cast thee 

Aside to bleed and die. 
How harsh the wanton qnrt, the needless cmeltsrl 

Ah, Boms shook! yet be living 

To teach us to be kind. 
For in our selfish striving 
We sin past all forgiving 

So heedless are and blindl 
And if we show no mercy, can we meccy flndT 
Next summer will be sadder 

Because one song is stilled 
That would have made earth gladder. 
And one more lyric ladder 

To Heaven is unfttlMlled 
Because one tiny tern lies desolate and ohittedt 
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42 INEN6LAND 

Is yonder imllid. stanreling moon 

The one I nsed to see 
Make midni^t Tnif f«^wMrh^f>tiHi nooo 

On Texas prairies free? 

And are the sweet West winds that toss 
My hair then onward roam 

Hie ones that latdy blew across 
The cotton-fields at home? 

Are diese the self-same stars that shed 
Their tfotdeo ray on ray 

Athwart the grayes of my dear dead 
Fhre thousand mUes awayt 
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MYLANDOFI»EAMS 43 

Oh, tunny land of dreams, my Meziocv— 
EndiantraM with a spdl, aednctiTe, golden! 
Thy mountahis crownM with eternal now, 
Thy antiqoe cities with their mins olden 
Unite the present with the long ago. 
Oh, sonny land of dreams, my Mezicol 
Ihy myrtles, rosy-bkxuning, row on row. 
Thy royal palms iqilifted toward far heaTen, 
Thy dawns and sunsets with thehr goldeQ glow. 
Thy skies with angry tempests never riven«— 
Almost too perfect seem for life below. 
Oh, land of heavenly dreams, my Itadcol 

Not tin I left thee did Ilove thee sol 
Ihy very name hath potency of healing 
Fun many a pang this heart of mine doth know. 
My thoughts like homing birds are ever stealing 
Back to that land where I so long to go. 
Dear land of happy dreams, my Mezicol 
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44 THE LONE WATCHER 



Sfoodfait y?y^ pttfftit. widi oot-tftratdiing hands. 

Thy braised fl^ne tunds 

On Bsylor^s csmpos hsrau That antiqiM tern 

An bent with age. with years of i 

Of oeaseleeB effort and dtrine 1 

To manifest 

The verity of thy long-cherished dreams 

fii mai toinl4n mfisfifini 

Doth yet keep watch and ward. 

By day and night doth gnard 

This Baiior tlioo didst love and serve so loogl 

The restless throng 

Of hurrying stndents careiessiy pass by 

Sometimes ngardlessly. 

Yet oil they torn tlieir yoong eyes to thy face 

And in tliat reverent gase 

Pay iMmage to thy memory. 

The years roU on, the changing qvings unfold 

And on the porple prairies as of old 

The dover blooms. 

In virginal, shy forest glooms 

Spring the wild violets and their sister flowers. 

While sobtile showers 

Gleam down athwart the meadows and the hills. 
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EMh ioy that flllt 45 

The heart with peinftil eweetneM imespfett. 

Eedi stir of endleM queet 

With happy presage fraught. 

Does it then touch thee no(T 

I love to think that tho« hast still a share 

(Mayhap past our compare) 

In diese oar Joys 

That voice 

Of happy student thrills thee as <tf old. 

Even amid the manifold 

Deep raptures of eternity. 

This Texas thou didst love so tenderly. 

Hath it not yet a part 

In thy still-loving heart! 

Hearto do not change; affsctloos rsmain true 

Though far our bo^es wander from the view 

Of diese we love. Nor continents divide 

Nor seas that waste and wide 

Stretch cruelly 

Can sunder us if we 

But truly love, even here on earth. 

And is*t not so hi that new life whose birth 

Is mortal death. 

Whose earliest knowledge is life's latest breath? 

Ah, surely it is sol 

Long years ago 

Far hi a distant state 

In high enthusiasm thou didst dedicate 

Ihy life to Texas. Wdl was that fullfilledl 

Thrilled 

With young, ardent hopes and drsams unoonqusraUe, 

High-hearted zeal and courage to foretdl 

The unguessed greatness of this young, rude land,' 
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46 Thoa earnest hefe to stand 

In the f ore-finmt of battle all-heralcally 

To live, to love, to labor and to die 

For Texas, for thy God! 

Though rough and lonely ofl the path thoa trod. 

And sore the loss and strain the years did bring, 

Thoa hadst a faith unstaggering, 

Soblime, 

That in some fdtore time 

(MThich seemed so laggard to thy longing hearti) 

Thy Baylor, child of mighty sacrifice 

Of tears and passionate prayers that heavenly wise 

Scorned earthly failore, dioold her destiny attain. 

And notdn vain 

Those years 

VThen despite doabts and fears 

Didst cry, *'My heart is fixed, 

(Hi God. my heart is fixedP 

not in vain 

The love of other hero souls that did maintain 

The troth with thee and sent a challenge bdd 

In the face of the future. Oft has it been told 

Since then 

On printed page and in the lives of men 

What Baylor's mission has been to the worid,— 

A tordi of light, a flaming flag unfurled, 

A signal to the cross of Calvary, 

Aministry 

Of self-regardless love. 

Should Baylor ever prove 

Untrue to her high task, liow great her shame, 

But not oo thee the blame! 
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Lone watdier *naath the aolflinn tlan, ^7 

Ere daylight nean 

lliy place of rigil surely comes to thee 

A troop of spirits bright and visionary. 

The Baylor dead. 

With faces radiant, unshadowM,^ 

ScHiie who on Southern battle-field 

Were slain, some who their lives did yield 

On foreign lands in long-drawn martyrdom to truth; 

ScHne who in youth 

As some in age, who went 

After a life of quiet service spent 

Fot others— do they not return 

As home-sick spirits yearn 

For the simple things of home? 

And as the deathless dead in memory come 

To keep with thee 

Thy faithful midnight watch, the company 

Of Joyous students solace thee by day. 

These are thy best remembrancefs alway. 

Yea, dieee alone. 

Their ttves thy fitthig monument, not bfonxe nor stone 
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48 THE GREATEST GIFT 

Of an the myriad biesaings that 
God gives na day by day 

To bloom like atairy flowaeta 
Along lif e*8 dnaty way, 

I wonder whether this is not 
The greatest of them yet, — 

Just the power to remember 
And the power to forget? 

How tragic could we not recall 
Our golden hours, to live 

Again and yet again the bliss 
Their memory can givel 

The simpler things are predoos, too. 
And how they linger long«» 

The smiset sky, the book bek>ved. 
The kwk, the word, the songi 
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And, ah, oar faored tfriefs that time 4g 

Can never quite deetrojr 
But hf the akhemy of yeait 

Doth change to eoleom )07<— > 

How Meet that we fore v er m oce 

May keep them for oar ovm. 
And in the secret shrines of thooght 

Gommome with them alonel 

But there are many things as weD 

That woand and yez and IM, 
And so we coont among oar booos 

The power to fbfget 

And may the Father in ffis grace 

Hereafter grant OS yet 
That we mi^y throogh eternity 

Remember— and Cofgetl 
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50 FOR WHOM WE SHOULD PRAY 

I would be thankfaL thinking hofw great blessings 
Thou hast bestowed, God, l^)on my way; 

I would be prayerful, knowing well my weakness. 
The sins that do beset me day by day. 

And yet not selfish even in my praying. 
Forgetting others* needs at thought of mine, 

I ¥foukl be filled urith Thine own great ccmipassion. 
Would share thy selfless sympathy divine. 

I would ask blessings for the sick and helpless. 
The young, young chiklren set about urith snares. 

And fOT the oki, the lonely, the fcnrsaken. 
The poor, in whose sad eyes gaunt hunger stares. 

I would i^ead pardon toft the ¥reak and erring,— 
Sin-Uinded souls that somehow go astray, 

That staggw *neath a burden past our knowing 
And wildly wondw how they missed the way. 

And yet of all sad souls, to me the saddest 
Are those that never think of Thee nor pray; 

And so lofc prayerless lives and thankless spirits 
I crave Thy tenderest pity. Lord, today! 
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THE MESQUTTE TREE 51 

I love the magndia and iMdm 

Austere in their virginal pride. 

As they lift themselves, stately and cahn. 

Southern hiU-slopes or bayous beside. 

The acada, the myrtle, the bay, 

Are dear with their incense-breath sweet. 

But there's none that I cherish alway 

Like the little gnarled Texas mesquitel 

Of the trees of the North I love each 

MThether ice-dad or tenderly green, — 

The taU linden, the maple, the beech. 

In their glory of autumn's bright sheen. 

Theie's a beauty about every one 

That 'twould seem needeth naught to complete. 

And yet strangely I say I love none 

Like the little gnarled Texas mesquitel 

I have stood rapt vrith awe to bdioki 
California's famed Redwoods so grand. 
And that tree countless centuries old. 
That great Mexican giant that stands 
As the largest in all of the world. 
Yes, its wonders I often repeat 
And yet,— is your nose slightly curledT— 
I love best my gnarled Texas mesquitel 
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S2 There are trsM that In tewliifow tall 

In twamp, or on hill-aide, or glade; 
The meaqoite knows none other at all 
Bot afar on the plain gives its shade 
To the place that moat needeth a treel 
And whene'er the fierce sonbeams hot beat 
On the cowboy or coyote, they flee 
To the littie gnaried Texas mesqoitel 

Oh, its branches are crooked and scaned. 

And its ▼erdnre is scanty. I know. 

And from neatly-kept parks *ti8 disbairad, 

Ne'ertheleas, my heart fevetfa it sol 

For its leayea are as lacy as fens. 

And its blossoms like pfannes creaaqr- sw ieet, 

And ru cUng. even thoagh the werid ( 

To my little gnaried T« 
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THE SOUTHERN CROSS 53 

Calm is the tio^ night; no sUghtaat bveeie 

The poiiM ttiUnees of the leaf aie man. 

Tis dark, save for the light of large-eyed stars 

That gUnuner through the lace-like Pepper trees. 

The stately palms like soldiers stand at ease; 

The plaintain leaves have furled their bannered bars. 

Night's peace hath healed the wounds of Noon*s fierce 

wars 
And to earth's myriad sorrows brought surcease. 

Like figures on an antique goblet's brim. 
Quaint arabesques the smooth-shorn grass emboss. 
The woridkss mdody of Nature's hymn 
Soothes firom my soul its petthiess and dross. 
And lot above yon doudlet's silver rim 
There shinelh softly clear the SouAsfn d/ml 
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54 THESMOKE 

By the vessel's rail I love to lean 
And watch the massive smoke-stack hi|(h 
That casts a velvet pall between 
The ocean and the sky. 

The heavy, camalas smoke-heaps 
In inky Meekness billow forth 
As where the tempest dead swift creeps 
Athwart the wintry north. 

Bot farther on grey banners wave. 
Unfurling proudly, floating higher. 
As to inq>ire the patriot brave 
To face the battle's flrel 

Yet farther, seel a sUver veil 
As for some timid, tender bride, 
FkMts in the twilight, shhnmering^Mde 
Across the waters wide. 

What is that wraith-like, pallid trail 
That in the distance seems to rest? 
Is it a far-oit phantom sail. 
Or MDow's frothy crestf 

This mortal breath is as the smoke. 
So qnickly vanishing afar,— 
But lol as if hope to evoke 
lliere shineth one pale star! 
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THE BAYLOR SONG 55 

Dear mother of a mighty race 

Of tone and danghten known afar. 
Thou art enthroned hi heart's high place 

As woraliipped mothers ever are. 
Thine influence naught can eflaoe. 

Not even time's petrific macel 

Thou has no wealth of lands or marts: 

Proud in thy simple poverty. 
Thou hast urithstood the barl)M darts 

Of many a year's adversity. 
Thine is the wealth that love hnparu, 

A multitude of loyal heartsi 

Yet once again vrith happy feet 
We tread thy halls and campus through; 

Again our love for thee repeat. 
Our youth's high-hearted dreams renew. 

Is any rapture half so sweet 
As kmg-loved college-mates to greet? 

Teach us of thy true heart's best lore. 

Our Baylor, Alma Ifatw dearl 
Make us more faithful than before. 

With every swiftly-passing year. 
As we thy fostering tove imptore. 

Oh, help thou us to serve thee more. 
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56 GARLOTA'S MIRADOR 

The fmi-llglil's ambflr tploidor flDad the air 

In CoemaTaca, In old Mezioo, 
The while I wandered in a garden where 

Seemed gathered all the eweeteet flowen that blow; 
Tall Peppermeee with leaves like Maiden-hair 

Can laoe-like ahadowB on the emerald graae 
And myriad flower-petaU floated fair 

With every breath of vagrant winds tliat paieed. 

This was the place that proud Carlota loved 
More than her palaoet or buildings grand; 
Twas here her swiftiy-qwi ddight hot proved 
As dreams that cnunble at magician's wand. 
This Borda Garden, fairer then than now,— 
Yet heavenly-fair even now, to me it s e e m ^ — 
Seeps still the memory of that long ago 
And of a vanished empress ever dreams. 

The lake's mirippled waters seemed to sl eep ; 

The snowy swans their pinmage adHy preen; 
In yonder bosky grove the shadows deep 

Hide flowers widi their beauty half \ 
The Jasmine scenting all the tropic air. 

The mangoes with their losy-golden i 
The flowers that elsewhere never bloom so fair 

Speak softly of a yoong, beloved qneen. 
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And in the garden's feitheet corner high. 5T 

A-lev^ with the massive stone boilt-wafl, 
A little smnmer-hoose set lovingly 

That She might have a hetter view of all 
The winding walks, the flower banks, the trees. 

The fountain's silver spray, the lake's cafan shore,-* 
Rose with its benches canning-shaped for ease. 

And this, they told me, was her Mirador. 

Outside the garden lay a deep ravine 

Beyond which rose the uMNuitains, misty-bhie. 
And in the distance clear that stretched between 

Magnolias and the rosy myrtles grew. 
On a far height an old cathedral stood. 

Toward idiich the lonely peons patiently 
Tdled l^» die steep to bear their offerings erode. 

How ofl mnst she have viewed that tenderlyl 

And does sh e ,— now that she is old and lone, 

In Belgian nuMUoase shnt so many years. 
In thinking of the happy years agone, 

V^th eyes made dim by burning, bitter tears,— 
E*er think of this q;>ot once loved best of all? 

How hard that she can see it never morel 
Deep pity made mine own tears softly fall 

While I gased finmi CarioU*s Mirador. 
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S8 -POBRECITA- 

**P6bc6citar* in soft wbiqier 
Of die liquid Spanish tongue 
Sootlied tlie woes of a wee liq>er 
With her baby heart all wrung 
By the sight of strangers round her 
In the tlmmging mariLet place. 
Till her mother swiftly found her, 
Gathered her in dose embrace. 
-Pobredtaf 

So I, older but still yeamhig 
For like loving sympathy. 
Find myself forever turning 
Toward a voice that speaks to me. 
In an alien land, a stranger. 
Vexed by many a doubt and fear. 
I forget all sense of danger 
At my Father's accents dear. 
**Pobrecital'* 
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THE DUGOUT 59 

While riding on tlie plains one day 

I loit my path and wandered 'round 
Tm, on the prairie's trackless way, 

I came across a lonely moond. 

It strangely sodden seemed to rise 

Up from the endless waste of sand 
Twas fashioned in such curious wise 

As by some necromancer's wand. 

A wooden door hmig to the west. 

A diiittered window at one side. 
Was it a house that, tenantless, 

Did yet an occupant abide? 

AH eagerly I gaxed within, 

1^ eyes half-blinded by the gloom. 
And saw idiat once a home had been 

In that dark oellar of a room. 

Abed, with ooTors bai^ward Arown, 

As when in haste one rises l^», 
A table mde with crumbs o'erstrewn, 

A baby's little cUna cupl— 
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60 What else was therat (NuJaetafew 

Old dishes with their chips and rust, 
A battered wooden chair or two. 
And over all the mantling dnst 

I know not why the simple thing 
Had power to subtly touch me so. 

But as I gajnd I felt die sting 
Of salt hot tears* unUddeo flow. 

What tiny, dhnpled hands had held 
That little cup once lovingly? 

And had the baby not rebelled 
His treasue left behhid to see? 

Perhaps he had out-grown it then. 
The baby cup and baby days; 

Perdianoe af^ with vicious men 
He trod the smivdiing, heU-bound ways. 

Or yet, mayhap, hi quiet spot 
Where prairie flowers blossomed round. 

Where careless eyes oould marlK it not. 
There rose a Icmety little mound. 

I cannot telL But strangely there 

In memory oft rises iq> 
Hie picture of a dug-out bare 

And of a little china cupl 
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WHITE HYACINTHS 61 

**li I had tmt two Imvm of brood, I would toU ooo and buy 
whlto hyaolatht to food my •(Ml.**-*A80tem Proo€rb. 

I think the Ori«iiUUtt was wrong; 
Sudi baiter one need never make at all; 
Hie white flo¥rera of the soul by rights bekmg 
To aU whose hearts their beanty may enthrall 
It is our life's brown bread tliat costs us dear. 
White hyachiths bloom nrand us fair and free, 
If we liare but the poet-Tision clear 
That needeth birt to ope the eyes and m^I 

I sat upon the st^w at dusk that night 
To watch the stars bom palely, ray on ray. 
And thought how many btossoms heayenly-wliite 
Had bkxnned beside my pathway yesterday. 
The first was In the tender Shepheid Psalm 
That sang itself to me the wliile I dressed. 
I steeped my spirit in its healing cahn 
And felt anew its ecstasy of rest 

A baby's laugh that floated happily 

Up to my window was the next soul-flower; 

A mocking Mrd*s insouciant melody 

Atilt upon yon Jasmine's wliite starred bower 

A noble poem read and read again 

Until its magic soothed yet stirred my soul; 

Hie far-off echo of a loved refrain. — 

How fragrant-wliite the blossoms manifoldl 
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a The pante to look at young tieoi row on row. 

Soft in their tramnlous tendernees of green. 
Where rapt auroral floBheo of peach-blow 
Thrill up the slope of yonder deep ravine; 
The arched cathedral aisle of meeting trees; 
The sunset sky with glory all aflame^^ 
And were these not enough to give heart*s-ease 
And petty cravings pot to shamet 

The half-hour in the twilight's tender cahn 
When, with ckMed eyes and Ustenhlg heart, I lay 
While one vdiose touch is magic btooght the batan 
Of improvised, sool-searddng chords that stay 
Forever in my inmost life apart! 
Sodi aie the flowers that tiieir blooms imlbid 
Across the dusty high-way of my heart,^ 
These the white hyadnths that feed my souM 
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THE (HJ) CATHEMtAL OIIIIES 63 

What is that matfc melody 

That round me toflty floattfT 
Is it angelic symphony 

Attoned to earthly noteit 

It steals upon the morning air 

When an beside is stOl 
And calls me from my dreani4and fair 

With wonder-waUng thrilL 

It is the old cathedral chimes 

Their matin sounding sweet; 
Each dawn I hear their wonlless rhymes 

Their mysteries repeat 

So moumftil-sweet, so sofUy-dear, 

They lail, then lire again. 
I hush my very thoughts to hear 

That rapt, immortal straini 
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64 "Hie ndMfm*0 

Hie fwoitential 



lliendPtaaiyi of the tool 
Voice an eerth'e bitter 



Hie wafling of a tool that dies 
While thkfc the shadows ciawL 

A glad Hoeaima from the sUes 
Ave mingled with it an. 

The ^'Holjl Holyl Holyr roUs 

TWrnnphantin acdalm, 
As if an earth and sky extols 

That one divinest Name. 

IheiapCnre and the wondering awe 

That diy Maid Mary felt 
Btoeathe through the chimes as if she 

The Angel yet. and knelt 
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Ifow 1M60I DM dtfput lo peaoeT gg 

I heu old Simeon cry. 
AH earth's deep antfniih finds heut's-eese 

Bjr a cross uplifted high. 

The heaTenly sweetness sfarires ny heart 

Of each low-dinging care; 
fts bafans a healing peace impart 

As comfort follows pnyer. 

A thousand half-nmembsfed things 

Float dream-like thveaghiBy 
I f eel the tamh of miseen wings 

With that last, dyhig strain! 
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66 TO GEORGE EUOT 

Ah, man's great brain allied with woman's heaitl 

Ah, wisdom vast that puts our wits to shame! 

There is a mighty magic in thy art 

That casts a deathless glory romid thy name. 

Creator, with a power almost divine. 

Thy living men and women throng the page; 

And yet strange contrasts in their life and thine 

Prove thee the Sphynx of this our modem age. 

A sinfol woman, striving yet to teadi 

Hie heavy train of woes that follow sin; 

An agonist an miseen goal to reaeh. 

Bat without hope the victor's crown to win; 

A soul so sensitive to every breath, 

Gondenmed at God's and man's high Judgment bar,— ^ 

How coolds't then pierce the glooms of life or death 

And through the daifcness see no Bethlehem start 
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THE BOON OF ENDLESS QUEST 67 

Were we only flesh, noC hMX^ 

Only day untoodied by fiie, 
Jbere were tlien no inner striyinge. 

No vagiie inqralie lo aspire. 
As it is, oor life is tortured 

By deep yearning and desire 
And eadi dull dod feels the modye 

Toward a nobler life and higher. 

Can we never hope to fathom 

What is o^eant by this behest? 
Can we never sound the phmunet 

To the d^iths of our unrestt 
Shall we die with all our passion 

Unadiieved and unoonf essedt 
Even so, life has no blessing 

Like the boon of endless quest 
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68 1HE FIRE-FLY 

0. elfin enatne widi tbf pboipiMr tutu. 

A point of wmi\Mmm in a itricM tfoom,— 
TlMKi mik'tt tiM SQinlire IxMlHige 0f tke night 

With flower of flune. att piJiitaBt, to hlooml 



Dost know the daikaoHM waFi Chen threadest thioogh 
Or is tiM tmddeeB air a waste to theef 

(Ni. if we nottab, though km dhnly. knew 
Hie Whence, the Whither, and the Waycookl seel 

But hush, my aoall Hie God that fit the fire 

Ephemscal In this poor insect's heart 
Hath given thee a U^ diviner, h^her. 

A faith that more than knowledge can imparti 
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•«AD WITH THE HAPPINESS WE PLANNEir 69 

WiUiAB Vugbn Moody 

I used to marvel orer-miidi at thia 

To me ao enltfniatic cryptic phraae; 

I coold not liathom how't could be that bliaa 

Sbould e*er the digfateat thought of aadneaa raiael 

But that waa tn the daya when life waa yoimg, 

WheD every accent waa alih with aong. 

WheD Joy waa Uke a harp widi tenae ooida atnmg 

That tUBoMed maeic every hreeze along. 

But now, ainoe I am wiaer grown, I fed 
That Joy and pcdn so doeely are akin. 
That wlien with bUaa my very tenaes reel 
I know a namrieaa. hanntleea pang within, 
la it an angidah that Joy cannot laatT 
Or ia it a mote preacience of weeT 
Or do I aenae my imperfection vast 
In thia ao-perfect work) of God*a belowT 

And then again, wlien sombre sliadowa steal 
Adiwait the vivki annshine of my daya, 
MThen ponow's depth of anifering I feel. 
There's yet a Joy within my heart ahrayal 
A Joy that pierdng grief a can never kiH, 
A rest that ataggering bnrdeiis cannot crush. 
A sense of God's dear preaance widi me atill 
My pony pasaiona and my wailing crlaa to hnahr 
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70 CATAUNA 



In boat of glass I idly drift 
Fhnh Catalina's Moonstoae Beach 

To where the marine gardens lift 
Their fronded palms and flowan, eacji^ 

Bathed in the mellow lights that sift 
Unto the ocean's farthest reach. 

The waveless waters stilly lie, 
Unscaned by any winds that sweep. 

As if some magic lullaby 
Had hushed them to enchanted sleep. 

And as I gazed, I feel that I 
Am boimd by that same thraldom deep. 

Pown through die vratefs, crystal-bhie, 
Far, far below, fair gard^is lie. 

Whose boanties pierce the senses through 
With subtlest thrill of ecstasy. 

Tis like all fairy dreams come true 
Or man's lost paradise brought nighl 

Tall, fecny trees so gently sway, 
Ahnost an hundred feet in height. 

With finmd-liket lacy leaves that spray 
And shimmer in the tender light 

In colors that no artist may 
E*er hope to pahit ro softly-bright. 
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Far, far below, the ocean shows 71 

Her myriad shyly tinted flowers 
More beautiftil by far than those 

That blocnn in any earthly bowan, 
In all the shades of tender rose 

Or videt cleansed by April showers. 

Uke films of apple-green chiffon 

That gently float— and fall— and rise 
An almost breathless breeze npon. 

The delicatest'leflifage lies 
As.rdbes Hthnia might don 

To glad my beauty-laving eyes! 

All in amongst the leafy boughs 

The gold and sUver flshes play. 
Or in the sleeping wateis drowse 

The mellow-amber boors away. 
What is the magic that allows 

Such perfect peace and charms alway? 

All mingled tints of rose and pearl 

Hie fluted shells lie on the sand: 
Artwnd them waving tendrils curl 

As if by a magician's wand 
Ah, is there elsewhere in the world 

So dreand-enchanted Lotns4andT 
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7i On yonder riM^ a tMi-llon Um 

As if to guard this place so fair. 

Win Plroteos in a fresh snnvise 
Perchance appear beside him there? 

I look to see the Nereids rise 
Or Mermaids comb their yellow hairl 

I hat for raton's tnunpet-roa 
Across the waters, faintly-dear. 

Ah, will this rapture e'er grow old 
Or shall I feel forever here 

The bUssfril pain that smites the sool 
At si^t of scene so perfect-laiit 
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THEBQia>AGAia)EN 73 

A RONDEL 

Ah, garden fair of for-off Itadool 

Ah, dream-oochanted region of delight! 

Mine eyes sink wearied fnnn their task, when k>l 

Across my vision floats a vision bright 

Of sleeping lake, of lilies all arow. 

Of tall trees crowned with sunset's rosy light 

Ah, garden fair of for^)ff Mexiool 

Ah, dream enchanted region of ddightl 

Thy groves were witness in the kmg ago 

To proud Carlota's pageantry of might; 

Thine aisles re-echoed soon her bitter woe. 

Yet still thine nndimmed beauty chaims my sight 

Ah, garden fair, of far-off Mezioo! 

Ah, dream enchanted region of ddightl 
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74 THE INNER OOUKT 



I knew a hoote in long aio 

That roie from out the busy itreeC 
Of an old town in Meodoo, 

Where, an day long, the busy feel 
Patted and rqweaed it to and firo. 

In stnictur e of the eold. grey stone 
It looked forUdding. grim and bleak. 

It seemed to stand there an alone. 
While no one entrance seemed to 

In its dark halls no son beams shone. 

Yet as I passed it on a day 
The httsyy doors were open wide. 

I paused a moment on my way 
To cast a careless glance inside. 

And ah! what wonders therdn layl 



I saw a coort or patio 

Shut up within that massive square. 
Where aU the sweetest flowers that bknr 

Seemed gathered in one garden fair 
*Neath the bright sky of Mexioo. 

The red, red, roses riotous grew. 
The jasndne spiUed its perfume sweet. 

The bougainvalea's purple blue 
Climbed up the topmost stone to greet. 

While goUen sun-beams sifted through. 
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I know a heart, too,— life and I— 75 

That teems so austere, proud and chill 

As to repel the passer-by. 
Tis lonely, though around it still 

The Jostling throng, the traiBo-cry. 

Yet at the touch of sympathy 

Or sound of gentle, human word. 
That heart's closed doors wide open fly 

And as I gase my soul is stirred 
At wealth of loves that in it liel 

The flowers of faith and peace and love. 

The jasmine's holy star of hope. 
Bathed in bright sunlight firom above 

Show all the heart's best blooms that ope 
The warmth of life withhd to prove. 

Perliaps you wonder, as did I, 

At inner grace of court and heart 
There is a potent reason why 

That one such beauty could impart,— 
For each is open to the skyl 
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76 REFLECTIONS 

I stand at the pfow and gaze &r down 

Into the tacit, hidd sea. 
Where not the slightest breeze is blown 

Upon that stiU tranq[>araiicy. 
At nnimagined dei>ths of bhie 

The heavens* reflected liemisphere 
Klines like a globole trembling through 

Wth colors palpitantly dear. 

And all the careless doods that float 

So idly in the summer sky 
Are mirrowed in those de^[)s remote 

And thore as lightly, lightly lie. 
The heavens above, the heavens below 

Seem blended in that &r bine line. 
The earth no kmger is. I know 

My kinship with the workis divinel 

E'en as I wait the winds are bom 

To lash to wrath the qniet sea; 
The douds, forbidding and forlorn 

Now darken o*sr me angrily. 
And yet I fed that all is right. 

For God is good and doth control— 
And never earthly storms can blight 

The heaven that lies within the soul! 
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THE HEAVEN OF DREAMS 77 

(Hi, where It HeareiiT Ten me where. 

Ye men that travd far! 
Ye have traveraed earth's farthest reach 

Ftan sofoth to polar star; 

Ye have explored vast oontlneiits 

And girdled every sea,— 
Yea, evMi the air obeys thy wiU; 

Thy light ships whirl and flee.— 

The earth Is thine, and yet in aU 

Thy Jonmeyings to and fro 
Hast heaven foondT (Hi, tell me, pray; 

I hunger so to knowl 

Ye savants of the f ar-flong stars. 

That from high midnight towers 
Explore a myriad worlds beyiHid 

This atom-orb of ours. 

Ye chart the paths of stars that faint 

Dhmie the distant skies; 
Ye know the heavens, but have ye found 

¥^ere Heaven really lies? 
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78 ^^^ ^iffat is Heaven? I bare heard 

In mystic cantide 
Of streets of gold, of jewels raie 
And radiant-wonderfbi; 

Tis said tliat ever with bright harps 
The saints God's praise attest. 

While fnnn earth's labor man may find 
Eternity of rest 

But what of radiant youth that bums 
Wth life's miceasing will 

That has no thought for rest but kmgs 
For buoyant effort stillt 

Perhaps the truths we've heard are but 
Faint symbols, if we knew; 

And is not Heaven just the place 
V^here our best dreams come truet 
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THE YELLOW J ASBflNE 79 

The yellow Jasmine thalbM on hitfi 

Her laughing golden beOf, 
While to the copee and woodland nigh 

Sweet odocance up-weUa. 

like a graceftil wood-nymph slim and fair, 

dad in a cool green gown. 
With hsr onfiHeted bright hair 

In radiance floating down. 

She weaTOS a q>ell of witchery 

Across my dreaming brain. 
And in the mists of memory 

I see Her face again! 
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80 APRAYER 

What can I ghre thee. Master mine. 

My love to manif eett 
I have no ^ems that bravely shine. 
No gifts that glitter fair and fine,— 
Only my heart,— lo, it is thine. 
For thy behestl 

How may I serve thee, Jesus, Lord? 

I am so helpless, frail— 
Not mine to q»ea]i the f ar-flmig word. 
Not mine to wield the warrior sword; 
If I my will with thine aooofd. 

Win that avail? 

How may I glorify thee, my King? 

I am an sUent, dunb; 
I cannot preadi nor Q»eaknor sing; 
No worthy laurels may I bring. 
Myself prone at thy fM I fUng,— 

Savior, I cornel 
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THE SCREECH-OWL 81 

Huahed is the calm and holy Southern night: 

Tis daifc, save for the pallid, mea^ light 

A few faint stars spill down. 

And aU around 

A haunting sweetness from the golden bells 

Of jasmine vine up-wells 

To woo with thousand mingled memories 

And mute, unspoken prophecies 

The silence of my heart 

A fluttering start 

Of wings sounds in the oak tree by the gate 

And as I idly wait. 

Thinking perchance to hear 

The hisoudant, flute-like dear 

Voice of the mock-bird's midnight rhapsody, 

Instead there comes to me 

An eerie, awesome note, 

¥md tremulos that float 

Upon the startled stilness of the air. 

And near me there 

Well do I know the screech-owl's bodfaig waill 

I hear it faint and fail. 

Then rise again 

In wierd refrahi 

Of melancholy presaging of doom. 

Through the sweet gloom 

Like oracle of fate 

With ¥foe predestinate. 

It quavers palpitating, ominous and wild. 

But sad as the sobbing of a lonely child. 
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S2 Unhappy bifd. 

How hast thoa tdived 

So deep this heart of mineT 

And do I then divine 

Aright the meaning of thy moumlul tone 

That lilKe some andent, mystic nme 

Boding bane and witliering widi woe 

Doth fright me soT 

Thou art an awesome, f earfdl tiling 

Although so slight 

My weak, miaided woman's hands could qoite 

Ghuh out thy Uf e. 

And yet aU rife 

With ii fif»n^f^ indfi^"^M#i, 

Dread threatenings miotterable 

And loathesome» helpless horror and attright 

b this erstwhile so happy summer nightl 

Thou seemest to fill the miqaiet. darliening space 

Wth gmeaome grace. 

And towerest to proportions vague and vast 

Until at last, 

(Sgantic but invisible. 

Enveloping, intangible, 

Then seemest the hontid specter of a dream 

Ttaok tddch thy sobbing scream 

But half avails to waken me, 

So wOd thy wizardryt 
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Alt thou a diewnbodied woe 83 

Or spirit lone tliat flotten to and fro 

aiut out alike from heaven, earth and hellT 

Oanet thoa not tell 

What age-old wrongs or griefs are thine? 

Can power nor human nor divine 

Avail to ease the torments that op-start 

Tkol thy so-anguished heartt 

Ah, whose lost, hamited soul 

Has permit to control 

Thy tiny frame? 

Gould*st thou but name 

Thy passion,— mayhap worsel— 

Thy vulture-Uke remorse— 

Perhaps Death would grant rest 

To thy racked breast 
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84 Whence is thy banishmeiicr 

Why this thy punishmeiit 
That, like the Wanderintf Jew, 
For andent sin with pain forever new 
Thoo'rt driven o*er earth's fMe 
Wxh never resting-i»laoe 
Allowed to thee. 
Ah, greater tra^edyl 
llioa'rt fated to impart 
To every listening heart 
A grief and horror like unto thine own. 
Each one who hears thee shudders at the tone 
Of dim, foreboding menace in thy notes. 
The prophecy of certain ID that floats 
From thy anqniet sooL 
And sadder than the toll 
Of passing-bell 
The soonds that well 
Low CO the listenhig air,— 
Despair 

Both for thhie own pang and the Ums whidi then 
ForeteUest, as e'en now. 
To me the while I strain 
Unwilling ears to hear again 
The poignancy and presage of thy cry. 
But haiil nigher and yet more nigh 
Wth wailful sweetness 
And broken Incompleteoess 
Thy warning comes to me. 
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Ah. bitter myiteryl B5 

Whose is the fate that thou dost call akradT 

Whose the loved fonn thy proiriiecieB enshroodf 

Can it be true that death doth stalk so near! 

An icy fear 

Benumbs my faltering heart 

As tears upstart 

I murmur brokenly 

"What if it shouki be IT* 

How shouki I bear the physical pain of death. 

The stopping of my breath? 

How bear the loneliness of one mere atom hurled 

Into the awful space of wwkl on wwklf 

What if my soul be summoned unaware. 

Still vrrapped in earth's ambittons, to appear 

Akme 

Before the face of Him that sittest on the throne? 

Again that menacing cnr! 

Lord, l€t it not be II 
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86 But with a deeper leer my beeit's t 

Per, if the Catee be fixed. 
The oracle be sure and DO eecape there be^ 
If faMn our home mmt one too certainly 
Face deadi alone. 

How may I pray tliat I be not that ooeT 
What if God hear my prayer 
Myself to fpare. 

But emite die beet-beloved from my aid^ 
Ah, woe betide! 
The troth how true. 
Which I forgot, if e*er I really knew^ 
An perMoal pangs above. 
The enfTering bone by Uioee we love 
Is our meet letter pain! 
So,Iam&in 
To appropriate 
Unto myself the fate. 

The stroke of that grim, over-hanging sword. 
And with bowed heart, I whiq>er. l/ird. 
If it hideed most be. 
If DO escape have we, 
If one from out our group must surely die, 
CUk, grant it may be only IT 
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To bear oar aoRows toniillT. S7 

Not merely with a stoic calm, — 
Tis thus we wreet from miaenr 

Tbe victor's crown and palm. 
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88 MTTLABYMOONUGHT 

In chiU and sUrer moonbeams' sheen 
That casts o'er aU an anst^e grace. 

The immemorial ruins seen 
Still show each melancholy trace 

Of Time's defacing chisel keen 
In maiks that nothing can efface. 

The massive cdamn's majesty. 

The cnmibling walls whose pictured skill 
In fadeless colors yet doth lie. 

The sacrificial altar still 
So etoqneot of cruelty.— 

With visions vast my fancy fiH 

Who was the architect that planned 
In ages past this mighty fane? 

At what proud priest's or king's command 
Did myriad toiling peons strain 

To buiki this Mitla temple grand? 
And recked he not the cost, the pain? 

Can no one tell when this was reared,— 
What countless centuries agonef 

Was it in days of Pharaoh feared. 
Or in the pride of Solomon? 

Periiaps it was when Jesus neared 
His hour of agony akmel 
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How rnaay oountlass moons have shed S9 

Their delicate and rare device 
Upon the awftil heaps of dead 

Piled here in human sacrifice? 
How strange that men should e*er be led 

To worship in sadi cruel wisel 

Hie erer-changing, changeless moon 

That shone here centuries ago 
Makes still a mist-enchanted noon 

Tonight in Southern Mexico,* 
B7 whose soft light the Aztec rune 

Mocks yet our eager wish to know. 

Shan Mltla in the fsr-off years,— 
Perhaps ten thousand moons from now«-* 

Still witness human hopes and fears. 
Still list to lovers' ardent vowT 

And Shan we then, in distant spheres, 
Know an the things that vex us nowT 
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90 ABSENCE 

Oiu friend of mine, thougli yean should intervene 

And tides of life should separate as far, 
Thou^ the wide continents should stretdi between 

Or seas divide.— 'twould constitute no barl 
But when we meet 'tis loneliness most keeni 

The distance not so great to yonder star 
As that which parts us when we closest seem. 

I miss you most when we together are! 

No alien face seems half so strange to me 
As yours, with look unchanged; the bitterest part 

Of dreaming is to wake from dreams to see 
With backward-yearning look a hope departi 

Not death itself could sunder us if we 
But knew that nearness that like aims impart. 

While I, with hand in yours, feel bitteriy 

Tis spirit's absence that most wrings the heartl 



Digitized by 



Google 



ONLY 91 

Joft a ptooe of maiMe 
Chipped and scaired and old. 
Carved in vanished ages 
B7 hands so soon grown eold. 
Ten me, vdieie's the magic 
Such glory to impartt 
Jost a piece of maiMe 
Carved firom a sculptor's heart! 

Just a few dim colors 
On old canvas spread. 
Yet a painter's vision 
lives, though he is deadi 
As we stand before it, 
liarvelons it seems. 
Just a few faint colors 
Mixed with an artist's dreamsl 

Jost words strong together,— 
Bursts of lyric song,— 
Yet wliat wondrous fancies 
QoidE the rapt soul throngi 
Almost heard are echoes 
Of angd symi^iony. 
Jost words strong together- 
immortality! 
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92 IN A FIELD OF BUFFALO GLOVER 

I wandered in a valley virginal 

Around wliich towered trees that toadied the bhie. 
My soul was ravished by ambiosial 

Perfume that thrilled my senses through and through; 
I seemed to see a beauty magical 

That haunted me. In vain I sought the due 
To that whidi seemed but a mystical. 

Faint picture of a life that once I knew. 

I seemed to see a trembling, phantom lake 

All palpitant whose depths of amethyst 
Woe like to fairy globules fit to break 

At touch of li^test, vagrant wind that kissed 
Their foam-fledied crests. The sun-light seemed to wake 

To rain-bowed life the shimmering low-hung mists, 
And elfin-fleets their snowy sails did shake 

To steer their courses whereso'er they list 

And yet again, it seemed the summer sky 

Lay at my feet outstretching far and fireel 
That limpid blueness seemed all heaven brought nigh 

Atremble in its rapt liquesoency. 
The ravelled fleeces of faint clouds trailed by 

Across the bhie, or so it seemed to me. 
And as I gazed kmg-idiile, I f dt that I 

More near to God and His fair worids bd 



Digitized by 



Google 



DYNAMICS 93 

My siMt answen to tha Mote of powar. 
That thrilli in aU thin^— in tlie awful sweep 
Of world on ¥rofld, as in tha whiil-wind's hour; 
In changing seas, deep answering unto deep; 
In vast machinery's measured, rythmic whirr; 
In fioatings of the pale-gold mists of mom; 
In the wild lightning's dart 'tis minister 
As in the grey-celled brain ndiere thought is bom. 

Lol in the unfolding of yon still, small flower 

Or in a baby's up-ourled hand, what powerl 
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94 THE COTTON-WOOD TREE 

The lyric leafage of the oocton-wood tree 
Outside my window recoDectioiis bring 
Of unfofgottea unf ofgettabie thingi 
More tweet beceuie of their simplicitjr*— 
The sHrer rain-drops' subtile harmony; 
From caralcadea of corn low friiiqwringi; 
The soddeo-triiiiiing rash of skjrward wings 
In flight of fkee, anfsttered rhapsody; 
The nistle of soft, silken sidrts that pass; 
Low, erJioing, half -^leaid laoghter fv away; 
The flutter of blown leaves i^on the grass; 
The wind-song of a late Norembcr day,— > 
I hear these and forget diat I. alas, 
Stay pont withtai the city's dnsty way. 
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THE LIMITED EXPRESS 95 

Like a dream it glimmen by. 

The Limited Expretf, 
Suichaiged with mystery. 

With quettions answeriees. 

Waves backward through the night 

A smoke-wrooght. veivet phmie 
While Jeweled, glancing lights 

The graying fields relume. 

The red-lit windows frame 

Faint faces, all unknown. 
That hi the shadows flame 

An instant and are gone: 

Ah, whence and whither fare 

These fHends I may now knowT 
What errands of despair. 

What quests of k>ve, what woe. 

What Joy too great to last. 

What mission sadly sweet 
Doth send them speeding past,— 

These friends m nerer meet? 

What they might mean to me 

My heart woukl fain divine. 
Yet I Shan never see 

These unknown fHends of mine! 



Digitized by 



Google 



gg I know not by what ways of ] 

My soul was meant to come. 
Nor what the hellish depths of nitfit 
My feet have faltered from] 
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AS A 1£AF 97 

Through the dim, sanaec-haimted woodt I walked, 

Akme with happy dreams. 
The air was sweet with sonmier spiosries 

While goklen-rod's bright gleams 
In maltitadinoiis oriflames lit op 

Each little open space 
Where the solemn pine-trees. awe-stmdL, drew apart 

To see the heaven's face. 

The deep mid-smnmer calm was everywhere. 

With its S¥reet sounds and scents; 
Each summer attribute seemed vitalized 

With gracious permanence. 
I thought the happy time would last«— forgot 

Twas pitiably brief 
Till there before me on the grass I saw 

One blood-^ed, fallen leafl 

A sudden, chilling touch like frost-wind's breath 

Oept o'er my saddened heart; 
I felt how fleet, ^hemeral are life's Joys, 

How swifl the days departi 
We an do fade as leaves, ah, yesl and yet 

How manifold and strange 
The leaves^— how widely varied are the ways 

In which they fall and change! 

Some flutter, paflid, at the call of f^te. 

Some, like the sun-set heaven; 
Some cUng all sere and kmely to the bough. 

Some in gay ranks are driven. 
Lord, at the last, may it be mine to go 

While strn my world is fair. 
With light and color, though it be of death. 

Like that one red leaf therel 
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98 THE PASSING OF THE PRAIRIE 

Gone are oar prairies known of oldl* 

Gone, gone those plains. 

Those vast, empyrial, sunset-haunted sweeps 

Of distance measureless. 

Those soundless, tideless seas of gray-waved grass 

Whose undulations never break on any beach 

Or near or far. 

Gone are those winter whitenesses, wide wastes of snow 

Soft-pattemed by the wind in flakes and wreaths 

Of fairy-filigree aU exquisite. 

Fore-doomed to mdt unseen by eye of man, 

Unscaxred by any trace 

Save whoe the hungry cattle huddle up for warmth 

Or a lone coyote skulks across the snow. 

Gone are those Irised pampas of the spring. 

Those level and ilUmitable fiekis of flowers 

Whose myriad fonns and eokvs fdlow each 

In bright, bewildering sequences of bkxmi 

As if the prodigal year 

Woe crowding all her sweets in one brief ecstasy. 

Gone those unmeasured meadows 

Where the riot of lupin's blue and white 

Reflect the far sky with its trailing, fleecy ckNidsl 
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Across those plains the buffaloes once roamed 99 

And untamed, wind-swift horses raced and fied. 

While Indians waged their unrecorded, passionate 

Pursuits of love and war. 

Now all is changed,— all aUI 

Gone are the camp-fires and the wigwams, gone, 

Of wild Ccnnanches, the fierce Arabs of the prairies. 

Of Caranchuas, the Apaches and the Waooes 

And all the kindred nomad bands of hunters. 

Their ancient trails are now obliterated quite. 

No more is heard their wild, unearthly war-cry 

Nor their wailing song of death. 

No more is seen their scalp-dance 

Nor their painted gauds of war. 

They left no trace behind them but a few lone mounds, 

Some scattered arrow-heads that **pale-faoe** children 

wonder at. 
And is that eager life. 

That savage lust for strife, that haughty strength. 
That hate undying and that faithful love 
Now altogether nothing and fwgott 
This was the Indians' land. 
Their primal home. 

They loved it with a fierce, unreasoning rapture 
And yet we 

Desired and wrestled it from them. 
We called them savages; 
What ones we did not slay we sent afar 
Into a mournful banishment 
To eat their hearts out in their home-sick grief 
Or fall before the evils of the town. 
While we grow rich upon the land we stole 
And smugly teach our children patriodsm in the schoolsl 
Ah, yes, Uie march of civilization must go < 
But could we not have dwelt at peace 
With these brown brothers. 
Sons of God as well as wef 
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JQO But th0]r are ioii6"4hgir land knows thflm no mora. 
Where once thejr roamed rise schools and factories 
To teach of arts they never dreamed ol 
Where the thundering tread 
Of hofEalo once shook the earth 
The fierce steam-dragon with his eye of fire 
Now tears his way. 
Where once the gracile form 
Of antelope, the sinoous cougar and the wiki. 
Complaining coyote roamed at will 
The dick of reapers and the din of mills is heard. 
The bear-grass and the cactus, the wild sage 
Have been upturned for rows 
On limitless rows of cotton 
And vast standing ranks of com. 
Ifesquite trees with their iace-like, tender leaves 
And creamy, perfumed plumes 
That grew at vagrant wish upon the plains 
Have given place 

To orchards orderly and even and weU-kept 
The racing motor-cars now wheel and fiee 
Whoe once the prairie schooners 
Sought their traddess way across the plains. 
Where once the cow-boy on his lonely watch 
Pillowed his head upon his saddle and gazed up 
Into the wide and starry silences 
Now gleam the unwinking lights of dty streets. 
The dug-out has become the lordly home. 
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Soon, too, than ^ the nmnd-np and tha f etea, JQl 

The oigiaa of tha Jocund branding-dma. 

Soon ahall the dogy and the maverick be iooe 

As now the Indian and the huffalol 

The broncho ahall be tndned to poll the plow; 

The valiant oow-boy with his world all changed 

Most sadly fold his lariat and depart 

The rattle-snake that erst was wont to lie 

Coiled in the son. 

In sullen stillness brooding o'er his immemorial wrongs 

Till sharp and suddenly 

He waking, raised his head to hiss and strike, 

Mustgol 

The sovreign eagle floating in the dim. 

Blue distance knows his kingdom is divided now. 

His reign is o'er. 

All, an is dianged! 
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JQ2 Ah, true, we ill ooaM spare these fertile famis. 
These pleasant homes. 
Worid's progress most go on. 
No matter what the cost 
Yet now that we are narrowed down 
To little, tidy grass-plots and tilled fidds 
Shall not our natures be contracted, toot 
Do not our sools need their onfencM ranges, wild and 

free? 
How shall we know again 
Such uride, illimitaUe space to dream and growT 
Where shall we see again such wind-swept distances. 
Such eirfc star-sown nights, 
Such lyric da¥msT 
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BUTTERFLIES IN SEPTEMBER 103 

Idly afloat in the sunshine. 

Glittering golden and brown. 
White like the petals of hawthorne 

Wavering dreamily dovm, 
Ydlow like prim-roses ¥ringM, 

Tawny like tiger-skins bright. 
Flaming with hues of the sunset. 

Silent as motes in the light,^ 

Butterflies everywhere flying 

Seem but the blossoms a-wing. 
Each in ineffable beauty, — 

Imagineless, delicate thingl^ 
Looks like the soul of a flower 

Yesterday withered and dead. 
Haply in Arcady faded. 

How many yesterdays fledl 

Ah, must the fhist-winds despoil then 

Beauty too lovely to last? 
PaUidly bhnm on the breezes 

Autumn leaves fluttering past 
Sorrowful hint of the future, — 

Flowers all dead in the way. 
Bird-songs all silenced in woodlands. 

Fragile wings folded for aye. 

for some land where the winter 

Gomes not with chill and with pain, 
Whero the bright beauty of summer 

Never need vanish again! 
Life with iu manifold lessons 

Teaches, however, this thing,-* 
Hearts that know never the winter 

lOss all the rapturo of spring! 
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